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out and chat idly of the last Parthian raid. From
Ras-el-Ain by rail, by way of Harran, to which some
say Abraham journeyed from Ur of the Chaldees,
and which centuries later became Carrhae, where the
injudicious Crassus lost an army, the honour of
Rome and his own head to the Parthians; and so
across the Euphrates to Aleppo. On foot and in
carts across the moonlit Amanus range, where Arab
speech gives way to Turkish, and into the plain of
Adana, a cup which, as Xenophon, who also looked
down on it from the foothills, justly observed,
"mountains surround on every side," Over the
Taurus, a sea of sunlit pines, to another stretch of
rail which took us by Konieh, where Madame
Soulier of the Hotel Baghdad saved my life, as I now
suspect, by cashing me a cheque, to Angora, where
Augustus set up the Monumentum Ancyranum,
and thence six days East by road for Kastamuni, our
destination. During these last few days, though I
was not ill, I had begun to experience the interesting
symptoms of extreme physical exhaustion. Soon
after we had reached Kastamuni, my companions
were kind enough to persuade a Turkish doctor
to pay me a special visit because (as they told me
months later) they thought that I was one of the
two who, of all our scarecrow cavalcade, seemed
likely to die first. The old gentleman said en-
couragingly that all I needed was to eat plenty of
butter and drink plenty of milk. It was something
of a council of perfection, butter or milk at that
time being not too easily procured. And in any
case it was superfluous, since I was already grimly
determined to drink every drop of milk I could get